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Orange Coffee-house, the most disreputable in all London.
eBut you go.*
CI go because I know the company and am on my guard
against it.'
cDo you know many people here?5
cYes, but I only pay court to Lord Spencer. I work at
literature, am all alone, earn enough for my wants. I live
in furnished lodgings, I own twelve shirts and the clothes I
stand up in, and I am perfectly contented.3
This man pleased me 5 he talked pure Tuscan, and there
was something very honest about him. I asked him how
to settle myself comfortably. When he knew how long I
was going to stay and the style in which I wished to live,
he advised me to take a furnished house.
'Where can I find a house of this kind?'
We went into a shop, where he borrowed the Advertiser,
and noted down sundry addresses. We were nearest at the
moment to one in Pall Mall. An old woman opened the
door and showed us the ground floor and three upper stories.
Each story had two rooms to the front, and a lavatory be-
hind (in London every floor has this accessory). Everything
was scrupulously clean—linen, furniture, carpets, mirrors,
porcelain, even the bells and the locks on the doors. One
great cupboard was filled with linen, another with silver,
and china and earthenware dinner-services. In the kitchen
were rows of shining pots and pans. In a word, it was com-
fortable. The price was twenty guineas a week; and as it is
useless to bargain in London, I told Martinelli I would take
it there and then.
The old woman said that if I would keep her as house-
keeper, I need not trouble about references, as I could pay
her a week in advance. I told her I would do so if she would
undertake to find me a servant who could speak French or
Italian as well as English, and I paid her a month in ad-
vance. She made the receipt out in the name of the Chevalier
de Seingalt. I was never called anything else in London.
Thus in less than two hours I had found a perfectly

